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ORIGINAL PAPERS. 


For the Casket. 


THE TRUE POINT OF HONOR AND COURAGE, 


‘* Act well your part, ’tis there the honor lies.” 
Pope. 


THERE is not a more estimable quality in man, than 
well-directed resolution ; a resolution to do our duty in 
all circumstances whatsoever, undismayed by the fear of 
either danger or disgrace. In this lies the strength of 
moral virtue. No inconsiderable portion of mankind 
“see the right, and approve it too ;”’ yet, for want of re- 
solution, pursue the wrong: either vanquished by the 
force of their passions and appetites, or induced by perils, 
or by the fear of reproach, to act in opposition to the 
moral feelings of their own hearts. Whereas the mind 
that is well zerved with virtuous resolution, is in a good 
measure master of its own passions, and goes on in a 
straight course, without regarding dangers on the one 
hand, or the scorn of the world on the other. 

And as the strength of virtue lies in an invincible re- 
solution to act up to the dictates of moral principle, come 
What will; so also there is here found whatsoever there 
is in man, either of rational courage, or true Aonor. The 
courage which really adorns the character of a human 
being is very different from that of a brute. It is not 
ferocity—it is not blind instinct—it is not the impulse of 
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outrageous passion: but it is a courage guided by reg. 
son ond religion ; an unshaken resolution to act accord. 
ing to the suasion of moral sense, whether the world ap. 

plaud or hiss. 

This is the only kind of courage that is fairly a 
to honor: indeed it is honor’s self. Whilst on the oth 
liand, one who through fear of scandal rushes ie 
death, contrary to his own sense of fitness; so far acts 
cowardly and dishonorably. For, viewing the thing in q 


just point of light, it is quite as cowardly and dishonora. 


ble to yield up moral sentiment for fear of reproach, a; 
to do it for fear of death: in both cases there is a wan: 
of that noble resolution which is befitting a rational ac. 
countable being. 

W hat then is the boasted courage of a Duedéisi ? Itis 
not of a kind to endure the touchstone of truth : it is bot. 
tomed on fear, on cowardice. Many a one have fallen in 
a duel, who would have avoided the murderous combat, 
if they durst. ‘Their own consciences remonstrated: 
but they had not resolution enough to set at defiance the 
false maxims of the world, and to mect its scorn ; the; 
had net the courage to act as they themselves thought 
tobe right. The cowardly fear of disgrace impelled 
them to counteract the moral feelings of their own be- 


*$oms. 


As an appropriate exemplification of these remarks, | 
subjoin the copy of a letter that was written, not very 
many years ego, by a military officer of sterling cours ge 
in the field of battle, to a brother officer who had chal- 
lenged himtoa duel. It is as follows: 

“ Jy” 

“ Sin,—I absolutely decline the challenge you sen! 
me yesterday by and frankly acknowledge Z car? 
not fight you. Tam very sensible the world in gener: 
will call this ‘cowar dice, and that the odious appellation 
will be given me in every coffee-house. But I hope 
you wil not judge with the multitude, because you have 
been an eye-witness to my behaviour in no less than se- 
ven engagements with the common enemy.’ 


« T had then the reputation of being a brave man, and 
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= am conscious I am so still, even when I once more teil 
an. fee you, J dare not fight you. ‘The reasons of my conduct in 
* BS this affair, sir, are very valid, though very few.” 

led P)  * To be brief, sir, I had rather endure the contempt 
rer of man than the anger of my Maker; a temporal evil 
on Wee father than an steraad.* Li 
Cts Ms — SSS 

no FOR THE CASKET. 

i TO THE HUDSON BELLES. 

nv | Vo. III. 

a e Mr. CANDID, 


- THE honorable cndeavours cf every man who 
is Eq searches after truth are often cisabled by the perplexity, 
'} and seeming contraricty in the different circumstances 
of the subject he wishes to elucidate. This is not the 
©) only obstacle to his success. His observations will 
{: [= meet with applause from some of his readers whilst, at 
he Mew the same time, the very same things will be looked at 
ey Fe =by others, with cispleasure ; and indignity and ridicule 





it Il! be heaped upon his head ever after. Thus every 
e] [author meets with some unhappy hater writer is 
o- [@ tortured by his own invention! But after all this—after 
E the ofifrebium of the world fer bis industry and beneve- 
| Be lence, he esteems his life beth a happy, and a miserable - P 
ry fe one; but he is unwilling to acknowledge either. 
. Should the humble pretensions of obscurity, escape 
|; Fm the rigid shafts of criticism, my views will be an- 


Py swered: should they, on the other hand, sink at last in- 

to ignominy and oblivion in every quarter, I will not re- 

nt sret the circumstance—lI will not grieve at the baneful 
- fe reat. There will be one consolation left to shadow my 
! ruins, and that is, my designs were good, and meant to 


D aimwvell, were virtuous, I am not accom for the 
e Ww eakness of my understanding. I hope this short di- 
e gression will be pardoned by the fair reader: and I now 
: beg leave, in pursuing the subject of novel reading, to 

suggest to her one or two more particulars on that head, 
é as supplementar y to my last. 


Since the civilization of the world, the education of 
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mankind has suffered innumerable revolutions, which o! 
the two sexes has invented the greatest variety in the 
refinement of manners, is not readily to be inquired in. 
to; but, by no means wishing to discover any superio; 
cepree of penetration, I think I should not hesitate to 
pronounce, that the fair have not the least claim on this 
point. I hope this opinion will not be supposed 
to be the fruit of preconception or prejudice, as | 
have rigidly inculcated the great necessity there Is, in 
being restricted by actual observation in all our inquiries, 
But, perhaps, it may occur to the fair reader, how this 
remark is founded; 1} frankiv acknowledee TF heve no: 
thing of consequence to bring forward which would en- 
force my opinion. But be this as it may, itis of little con. 
sequence for our present purpose, what the female man- 
ners have been, as the question, which more immediate- 
ly concerns us at present, Is, what are the predominant 
features of female education at the fresent period ? 

Female education in the country at this time is not so 
extensive or intricate, as might be at first imagined ; and 
perhaps, the acquisition of it accordingly not very labo- 
rious. This is, I fear, a truth which few will pretend 
to deny, and I sincerely trust, itis noless felt or known! 

What are the fundamental principles, or out-lines of 
female education in this country? I will not stop here 
to answer in detail the interesting query, but I ought to 
briefly mention, that they consist in dancing, music, 
conversation, a few domestic requisites, and above ail, 
that detestable practice, novel reading, together with 
some other accomplishments of less moment. 

Perhaps this definition will not be satisfactory ¢o 
every mind—it may be too laconic. Sut this may 
be the subject of future inquiry. What a female can 
derive from those accomplishments, the reader will not 
be at aloss to know; or, perhaps, the last, novel read- 
ing, may require more reflection than those which pre- 
cede it; however, I can confidently assure him, he 
will conclude with me (and that more positively hereaiter 
I hope,) that a novel, especially of the modern mould, will 
afford her indeed but a few wandering ideas of the sub- 

















Pa ee 





THE CASKET. 137 


lime phenomenon of nature; but will just give her a lit- 
tle transitory amusement in relating the visconary jiights 
of the whimsical author, and this at length, she will be 
unable to accomplish by crowding her memory too much 
with the zvgenzous diversity of ficiton. 

There is no one thing which influences the mind so 
much, or constitutes a greater part of the education of a 
cirl, than reading ; the impressions from it are nume- 
rous and lasting. It, therefore, behoves every female 
to pay more strict attention to this one circumstance, 
than any other whatever, in giving energy and beauty 
to mental qualifications ; and as some books are better 
calculated to improve the understanding than others, it 
is not a matter of the least consideration, to select such 
as will most amply effect this end. 

There is nothing to lessen or blunt the desires of our 
fair; parents are not willing, or accustomed to guide 
them—to show them prudence ; the field of speculation 
is wide, and their career is airy and uncontrouled; they 
fall helpless victims to their own licentiousness and folly; 
and we are all patient and indolent spectators of the me- 
lancholy scene.—To be continued. 

Timotuy AIMWELL. 
ate SSS 


ON BEAUTY. 
The radiant lustre of a beauty’s eye, 
Is that from which no mortal man can fly. 

Beauty is more prevalent among the American fair, 
ihan among any other nation on the face of the globe. 
Lhe Italian drunette, or the French rogue, can never ex- 
cel the ruddy tint of health, unmixed with artificial color, 
whichd ecks the blooming complexions of the fair daugh- 
ters of Columbia. 

Beauty, however, is often a dangerous quality. Ma- 
ny of the youth of the female sex, having, by the aid of 
a mirror, perceived they possessed some charms, and by 
the aid of their admirers, thought they possessed many 
more, become vain of their personal attractions, and ex- 
cited by the: adulation and encomiums of their lovers, 


neglect ornamenting their minds with the truc beauties 
*12 
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of literature, but make it their whole study, to ornament 
their persons, and become a burthen to society, to which 
they should have been embellished members. 

If the fair sex could but be brought to consider, that it 
is not outward, but zmwvard beauties, which will constitute 
their happiness in the world, so many. of them would not 
be so totally devoid of erudition. ‘To this cause may be 
attributed the scarcity of women, who have. signalized 
themselves by their learning, for nature has certainly 
endowed them with as much understanding as the male 
part of the human creation. 

The inward beauty consists of a mind, adorned with 
those never failing ornaments—literature—knowledge 
and wisdom. This is a durable beauty, which the hand 
of time cannot destroy, and when the superficial beauty 
moulders in the dust, it is handed down to posterity, as 
an example to future generations. 

Yet, notwithstanding the disadvantages under which 
they labor in this respect, many women possessed of un- 
questionable charms, have deservedly despised the ful- 
some adulation of their admirers, and permitting their 
good sense to rise superior to their vanity, have, by their 
merits as authors, proved to the world, what I have just 
asserted, that the understandings ofthe female sex, are 
equal to those of the other, notwithstanding whatever 
may have been written on the subject. 

Although some may think the following not very ap- 
propriate, I will insert it for the benefit of my fair read- 
ers: “ Zhere are few women whose merit lasts. longer 
than their beauty.”——S/rit of ’76. 


PORT FOLIO. 


Extract of a letter from the publisher of the Port Folio, 
dated Philadelphia, Jan. 8, 1812. 

“ Dear Srr..... You will have observed in the last Port 
Folio the new arrangements that had been made for giv- 
ing it great eclat during the present year. .Our poor 
friend Dennie, however, and all his fair promises, as fer 
at least as related to himself, are no more! He died 
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yesterday afternoon, surrounded by several of his oldest 
fiends. He had shaken off the foul fiend that had so 
long entramelled his energies and had aroused himself 
to great mental activity. Literary ambition again swell- 
ed in his bosom, and he appeared once more to feel all 
the dignity and importance of his station—But it was 
the last gleam ofa dying taper; an effort of a noble 
soul, too great for its decayed tenement. He is gone— 
But his works remain, and they will hand his name 
down to posterity, and emblazon it in the annals of lite- 
rature. 

“ The Porr Forro will arise from this blow with 
renovated vigor. Nicholas Biddle, sq. is the gentle- 
man to whom Mr. Dennie referred in his address. His 
taste and talents are well known. ‘To his aid I intend 
to draw all the “ choicest spirits of the day,’ and IL. fear 
not to say I will make all poor Dennie’s promises to the 
public, good, except as regarded his own exertions.” 

The present publisher of the Port Folio informs. 
the public, in a note, that Mr. Dennie, “ fora very long 
season has been anxious for a colleague, who should have 
a direct interest in the enterprize, who should be a con- 
fidential friend, and who should be capable of unlocking 
the stores of learning, and revealing the glories of 

.enius. ‘This plan is of no hasty adoption. Zwo.years 
avo, all the keenness of the Editor’s inquisitive optics 
Was intensely fixed upon a gentleman and a scholar, 
who, from his liberal leisure, and sti]l more liberal mind, 
was, of all men, ¢4e individual, whom the Editor would 
select, after the maturest deliberation. Fortunately 
for his gratification, the interest of the Port Folio, and 
the satisfaction of its subscribers, this beloved and ac- 
complished associate is now in full communion with the 
Editor. With the joyful acquiescence ofthe proprietor, 
they have formed a literary coparceny ; they ave em- 
barked ina joint adventure to the regions of wit; the 
Editor contributing nothing to the common stock, but 
the bankruptcy of his mind, while his opulent associate 
furnishes the amplest capital.” 

Port Folio for Jan, 1812. 
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VARIETY. 
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The Lady Cathcart, of England, when she married 
her fourth husband, had inscribed as a poesy on her wed- 
ding ring,—* If I survive, I will have five.” 

oscil 

“ The beggars of Ireland,” says an anonymous writer: 
“are not very nice in their wardrobes, though they are 
remarkably fond of change.—I heard that one, passing 
through a corn-field, exchanged breeches with a scare-crow, 
set up to frighten away the birds.” 


Re 


AM FADE vivre BY DR. FRANKLIN. 


*“ Once upon a time, an eagle scaling round a farmer’s 
barn-yard, and espying a hare, darted down upon him 
like a sunbeam, seized him in his claws, and re-mounted 
with him in the air. He soon found that he had a crea- 
ture of more courage and strength than a hare, for which, 
notwithstanding the keenness of his eye-sight he had 
mistaken acat. The snarling and scrambling of the prey 
was very inconvenient, and what was worse, she had 
disengaged herself from his talons, grasped his body with 
her fore limbs, so as to stop his breath, and seized fast 
hold of his throat with her teeth. Pray, said the eagle, 
let go your hold, and I will release you. Very fine, 
said the cat, I have no fancy to fall from this height and 
be crushed to death. You have taken me up, and you 
shall stoop and let me down. The eagle thought it ne- 
cessary to stoop accordingly.” 

Few persons have lived long in the world and engaged 
in its disputes and squabbles, who have not, one time or 
another, mistaken a cat fora hare. 

itm 
Slander. Many have fallen by the edge of the sword, 
but not so many as have fallen by the tongue. 
ra oa 

The queer of Sweden declared, ‘ She did not love 
men as men ; but merely because they were not women.’ 
W hat a spirited piece of satire ! 
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Goitor’s Garret, 


‘© Here we take our stand” 


Sure never was a Merry Andrew so full of business, . 


asI am at present. Here am I, like a secretary of 
state, With a multitude of papers on the board: there is 
scarcely room for pen and ink! But having a fire near 
me, to receive every letter that is rejected, 1 hope I 
shall soon make room for more. 


We have received a communication under the signa- 
ture of ‘* Domanny.” It appears to be the production 
of a juvenile writer; and we would advise him to allow 
himself more time for the perfection of his composit- 
tion. 

“ JULIANNA” must excuse us for suppressing her 
Parnassian flights. The desire to please those Who Go 


not write prevents us from giving nublicity to the Ine. 


cubrations of those who sometimes do. However, by 
aint of application, “ Julianna” may write poetry. 
The following lines from M‘Fingal, apply with great 
pertinence to our correspondent, “ Criro.” 
¥¥eeENESE 6 Some muskets so contrive it, 
As oft to miss the mark they drive at, 
And though well aim’d at duck and plover, 
Bear wide, and kick their owners over ”’ 
“ Nrnon’s” observations on * Female Delicacy,” me- 
rita more brilliant place than the Casket, we, therefore, 
shall give them a place in our fire. 


_“ Selections” by “ An ATHENIAN,” are received. 


‘“ BenEpic?Y” came too late for this number; he shall 
have a place in our next. 


HUDSO™: 
PRINTED AND PUBLISHED BY 
C. NM. BEMENT, 
No, 221 Warren-street, at One Dollar fer volume. 
*~* Distant subscribers to fay in advance. 
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FOR THE CASKET. 
RETROSPECTION. 


Oh, mem’ry : cease thy pow’r, nor drive me to despair, 
Let me no longer think of former fleeting joy, 

Of hopes, which soon, alas! were melted into air 
Of bliss, too sweet, too great, to last without alloy. 


~ 


Till now, have been marked by discontent and ¢loom ; 
Yet flatt’ring hope would cheer me with her sunny rays, 
And promise many happy cheerful days to come. 


Even from boyhoods tranquil, happy stage, my days, 


Her promises at iength reliev’d my heart from pain ; 
Content, so long a stranger to my aching breast, 

And love, (the cursed offspring of a fever’d brain,) 
Possess‘d entire, and lull’d my gloomy soul to rest. 


I woo’d, nor woo’d, alas! in vain, a charming maid ; 
The tear that dimm/’d her eye as slow she gave consent, 
‘That tear of rapture, all my miseries repaid, 
I thought that all misfortunes, cruel shafts, were spent. 


Futurity appear’d a joyful, smiling scene, 
A few short months I hop’d would all my wishes save, 
And then ’midst love and friendship, all my days serene, 
Vould swiftly pass ’till lodg’d within the quiet grave. 


But poverty’s fell gripe has blasted all my joys, 

And dark, and dismal is the scene ; no ray of light 
Beams on my solitary path. Love but annoys, 

And all the present’s, hateful to my aching sight. 


Then mem’ry cease thy pow’r, nor drive me to despal'; 
Let me no longer think of former fleeting joy, 
Of hopes, which soon, alas ! were melted into air 
Of bliss, too sweet, too great, to last without alloy. 
OSCAR. 
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for the Casket. 
SPRING. 
Ah! yonder comes spring—see it nearly a beaming, 
It’s tinted with verdure, that’s almost appearing ; 
A few chilling blasts, then winter is o’er, 
And nature’ll be rob’d, in her foilage once more. 


Fair Flora, soon welcomes the gayest of flowers, 

And the herald of spring, spreads her wings to the bow’rs, 
Fresh odours to waft, from the groves and the fields, 
From the wild dulcet fragrance the floweret e’er yields, 


The chime of the small birds, that’re chanting so clear, 
On the brow of the morning ; and evening to cheer, 

Is heard, by the cow-boy, that trips o’er with speed, 

So blithesome and antic, the groves and the mead. 


The lambkins are bleating ; on hillocks are sporting ; 
The stock-dove is heard, on the mountain, a cooing, 
The concert of cascades, now play on the ear, 

And greet, with their concords, the spring of the year. 


How happyfeach prospect, in pre-meditation, 
Which flow from the fountain of anticipation ; 
' That still may increase, and be rising still higher, 
“Till nature’s rude summit, shall fall, and expire. 
Don-LoreEnzo. 
3 +o 
For the Casket. 
Lines addressed to *****, 
Though tender things do most in love abound ; 
Although in friendship many charms are found ; ‘. 
Yet all the tenderness of love combin’d, an 
With friendship’s sweet communion of the mind, 
Is not the hundredth part so sweet and kind— 
As whom? as Saily’s self, so fair, 
With eyes of blue, and auburn hair, 
And smoothed brow, devoid of care ; 
And so I’d tell her, if I dare, 
But, since I dare not thus my mind discover, 
Oh, let these lines declare—I truly love her. 


amie 
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The married Man’s Address to the Libertines. 


Iam married and happy, with wonder hear this, 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age, 

Who lafh at the mention of conjugal bliss, 
Whom none but loose pleasure engage. 


You may laugh—but believe me, ‘ you’re all inthe wrong,’ 
When you merrily marriage deride ; 

For to marriage alone, lasting pleasures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


Of the joy I possess, you know not one jot, 
They contain what you cannot conceive ; 
Content and happy, I am pleas’d with my lot, 
Whilst all your false pleasures deceive : 
Do you ask—from what source my felicity flows ? 
My answer is short—from a wile, [choose 
Whom for virtue, good sense, and good manners I’y: 
Such as these are the blessings of life. 


To make home the seat of perpetual delight, 

Every moment each strives for to seize ; 
And we find ourselves happy from morning till night, 

By mutual endeavours to please. 

<mntbegeene 
For the Casket. 
Lines in imitation of O***#*##, 
TO HUNCAMUNCA. 

Sweet girl, all attractive, permit my poor lay 

‘To beauty like yours, its homage to pay, 

While you know that your eye contribution has laid 

On a heart, that for love and affection was made. 


From ‘ your azure 4lue eye’ the dart took its flight— 
i feel it, I feel it, O! what a painful delight ; 
And since you have got my true entire heart, 
You shall, and you must, with yours also part. 


I know that your bosom’s expansive and large ; 
Of dozens like mine could with ease take the charge. 
But trust me, should you but permit it a place, 
‘Twill swell and enlarge till it fills every space. 
Tuomas ‘Tuume. 
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